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THrBlRtHDA^WEEK. 


Monday's  bairn  is  fair  □  '  facEj — 

Yues day's  bairn  is  full   n'  grace , — 

V^dnES  day's  bairn  's  a  child  nf  wdb, — 

Tnurs day's  bairn  has  far  tn  gn^ — 

Friday's  bairn  is  levin'  and  giving — 

Saturday's    bairn    must    work    fnr    a 
livin'  j 

But  Hie  child  that's  bnrn  nn  the  Sa~tha-J 
day 

Is    wisE,    and    bnnnyj    and    gcadj    and 
gay," 
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THE  •  BIRTHDAY  •  WEEK. 


SRQfldaY— Fair  ef  Face. 


0  little  maid  nf  many  mDDdsT 

TliE  dimplEs  in  thy  facE 
Flit  in  and  ant  likE  tricksy  eIvesj 

With  sDft  and  snddEn  gracE, 

And  whsn  I  sEarch  thy  facE;  the  smilES 

And  "b  lushes  cnmE  and  gD; 
hikE  little  drifts  nf  gnld  and  rasEj 

Acrnss  the  snnsEt  snnw, 

SoniE  day  thy  mirrnrj  dp  thy  friEndsj 

Will  tell  tliEE  thnn  art  fair. 
And  fairy  fnlk  will  fill  thy  hsad 

With  dr Earns  as  light  as  air, 

.Same  day — but,  ah,  geHeve.  thEm  not 
Wnn  praisE  thy  prEtty  facEl' 

Bnt  trim  the  littlE  lamp  within 
Tnat  givEs  the  autward  grass  • 


THE  •  BIRTHDAY  •  WEEK. 


Tuesday— Fall  of  Grace. 

•■■ 

fclpan  thy  airth-marnj  little  maid; 

ThE  swallows'  airy  flight j 
l2Ed  past  thy  window  tD  the  wood 

VhErE  fairiES  dancEd  at  night, 

And  sincE  thy  little  feet  DEgan 

Ye  pattEr  to  and  fro, 
ThE  rhythm  of  the  fairy-ring 

Is  felt  wliErE;Er  thEy  gn, 

V/nat  is  thE  sEcrEt  of  thE  gracs 
That  runs  like  sengs  nf  birds  j 

0r  like  their,  flight  in  air,  thrangh  all 
Yhy  mErry  ways  and  wards  ? 

1  fear  me  than  hast  nnsEEn  "wings 

That  may — alas,  thE  day! 
ynfald  samE  snnny  EastEr  marn 

And  carry  thEE  away,  ^ 
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THE  •  BIRTHDAY  •  WEEK. 


ffiednesdaY— A  Child  ef  ffiee. 

■  • 

BIue  Eyas — tniE  EyES,  "but  full  Qf  tsars  I 
SnniE  shadnw  n'uv  thy  tEndEr  ysars, 
LiikE  rain  clDuds  nn  a  morn  in  May, 
Shuts  Dut  thE  snnshinE  nf  the  day, 

Psrhaps  snmE   dEar,  accustaniEd  facE 
Has  strangEly  fadsd  fram  its  placE 
0n  Earthj  "but  lEaning  frnm  thE  skiEs, 
Has  wdh  thy  wistful,  drEamy  EyES, 

But  thE  ffclEar  shining  aftEr  rain;; 
ViU  turn  thE  gray  tn  gald  again  j 
And  InvEj  grown  rich  with  long  dElayj 
V/ih  cnniE  in  othEr  guisE  snmE  day, 

Same  day — snniE  day  whEn  ships  cduie 
in. 

And  thasE  whn  Inst  at  last  shall  win, 

ThEn  "bluE    EyES — truE    EyES,  wEt.with 
rain  j 
r$  ThE  sun  shall  fill  thy  skiss  again, 
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THE  •  BIRTHDAY  «  WEEK. 


Thursday— Far  te  60. 


I  know  a  littlE  willful  maid 

V/h-0  swings  her  hammock  in  the  shade, 

And  swinging,  sings  a  ranndElay 

As  wild  as  a  bird's. 

And  all  the  words 
Are  ,r  over  the  hills  and  far  awayT;; 

Sometimes,  among  thE  sea-rocks  gray, 
SIie  cnnnts  Hie  passing  sails  all  day. 
And  sings — nr  sighs,  which  can  it  be  ?— 

A  little  refrain 

Agam  and  again, 
"My  heart,  my  heart,  is  over  Hie  seal" 

How  shall  we  charm  Hie  restless  mood? 

]s  there  a  drnp  nf  gypsy  bleed 

]n  those  cine  veins  ?   Ah,  we  mnst  wait. 

Ear  wdb  and  weal 

Are  under  a  seal. 
East  folded  in  the  book  of  fate, 
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Friday — Lcovirig  arid  Giving. 

LzittlE  lnvingj  giving  maidEn, 
EreightEdj  wEightEdj  overladen 
\fith  the  Idve  that  finds  in  giving 
AH  tb-E  jny  and  End  of  living! 

V/liEn  shE  has  nn  gift  far  dlsssingj 
"Qnly  IdveT"  shE  sighs,  carESsingj 
Ah;  shE  knnws  nnt  all  hEr  trEasnrE  T 
Leve  is  niarE  than  gifts  can  mEasnrE, 

Gan  it  be  that  days  arE  cnming 
V/liEn  snmE  princEly  bEggar,  rnaming 
0n  a  ojiEst  nf  Idve  and  daringj 
AH  hEr  swEEtnEss  -will  "he  WEaring 

Ear  a  day  tn  dEck  his  arninr  7 

l2Est  snmE  IdveIess  Idve  shnnld  charm 

AagElSj  call  hEr — Idve  hEr — wdd  hEr  T 
C$  Opsn  HGavEn's  gatES  nnta  hEr  T 
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THE  •  BIRTHDAY  •  WEEK. 


Saturday— A  Little  Heaseiriaid. 

•© 

\fhy  is  yanr  wark-sang  ombt, 

HanEy-bEE  minE  ? — I  call. 
TiiErE;s  siiTEly  a  eland  dh  Hie   clavEr  j 

I  fEar  mE  rain  may  fall! 

"Q  the  wark-a-day  world  is  spinning 

EnrEVEr  a  dnllj  brawn  thrEad, 
Vitn  nEVEr  a  fair  bB  ginning. 
And  nEVEr  an  EndT;;  shE  said, 

0  blind  little  spinner  T   Believing 
Is  sight  far  the  eyes  that  see, 

ThE  Lard  af  thy  life  is  WEaving 
A  wandErhil  WEb  far  th.BE. 

His  hands  havE   wranght  ever  bEsidE 

thEE  j 

ThE  work  af  thy  days  thEy  hold, 
And  the  dnllj  brawn  thrE ads  that  triEd 

thEE 

®  A^e  tnrning  ta  whitE  and  gold  T 
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THE  #  BIRTHDAY  •  WEEK. 


SdridaY— ffiise,  and  Beii-HY,  ^  g00^ 
arid  Ga^. 


Do  ynn  ask  me  nf  my  maidiE — 

Is  she  wise  ? 
LzikE  ttiE  flowers,  the  dees,  thE  birds, 
StiE  lias  wisdom  without  words. 
She  is  like  a  tdse  unfolding, 
LevEj  and  life,  and  dEath  bBnolding, 
\Jith.  a  slowly  waking  wondEr 

In  her  EyEs, 

Is  she  good,  and  gay,  and  "bnnny? 

LzikE  Hie  air 

BrEathES     sliE    goodnEss,     swEEtnEss, 
truth, 

Vitti  liEr  simplEj  gnilElEss  youth] 

LiikE  a  lily,  dp  a  mnrning, 

SIie  is  gay  in  her  adorning, 

And  tD  all  who  knDWr  and  Iove  liEr, 

She  is  fair. 
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